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Letter  from the Editor  
Malinda Patterson 
People tell stories. We tell them to entertain, to move, to remember 
that which otherwise might be forgotten. Whatever medium they exist in, 
be it prose, poetry, or the visual arts, stories act as the lifeblood of humanity. 
Throughout the history of literature and art, we see that which is most vital 
carried from generation to generation through the telling of stories. They act 
as a chronicle of the things that can't be experienced through simply recalling 
facts. In art, we see the emotion, the humanity, and the beauty of the human 
story. In Parnassus 2015, it is this legacy of truth-telling that the staff and 
myself wanted to honor. 
Through the work of compiling this journal, I was reminded of the 
beauty of collaboration. I couldn't have asked for a better staff. I appreciated 
the unique contribution of each one so much, and I'm thankful for the input, 
ideas and energy that they brought to each meeting. The beautiful cover 
design was created by our brilliant lead designer, Sarah Ellis, who put hours 
of time into formatting the journal. I loved working alongside her creativity 
and dedication to good art. Dr. Housholder, our faculty adviser, was a con­
stant inspiration and encouragement to me. I respect and admire so many 
things about him. He had an incredible way of offering advice and support, 
while allowing myself and the staff to lead the project. 
And to the artists, thank you. We were honored to be trusted with 
your stories, your artwork, and your poems. These pieces of yourself that 
you have entrusted this journal with are sacred, because they are parts of 
your story. Thank you for letting us enter into them with you, and for letting 
them become a part of a story that is larger than your own. Without your 
voices, there would be no Parnassus 2015. Thank you for having the courage 
to let them be heard. 
Together, these pieces have become Chronicle. They are tree rings tell­
ing of the years which have passed, footprints in the snow showing us from 
where we've come. Let us enter into these stories together, as a chronicle 
to remind us that art shows us the threads of our common humanity, that it 
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Adam has  Wander lus t  
photography Sean Maynor 
Adam and I were walking through Dublin, Ireland with our group, struck by how vast and rich the city is. Ifs amazing 
to travel to a totally different place in the world and see people that are a part of an inherently different culture, yet still 
be able to seek out a connection with them. Both Adam and I have talked about how we are fascinated by the idea of 
seeing the world. As we were walking, blocks away from Trinity College, I had this idea of an adventurous shot of Adam 
sporting his big backpack with the whole rushing city laid out in front of him. It was one of those grab the shot quickly 
and run so the rest of our group could be seen in the blurry background across the street. Dublin was a great experience, 
and pictures that capture what it felt like to be there are a blessing to have. 1 
The  O ld  House  
2nd place prose Chamell Peters 
Sister and I kneel in the narrow hallway that opens into the cavern of this 
house whose home we are stuffing into leaning cardboard boxes. Mother 
spins upstairs, taking in the remains: the gray bathtub where we washed 
dishes, the crumbling wallpaper revealing shingled ducks with dissolved 
wings, and all-out footprints still etched in the laid-over tufts of carpet. 
Feet in dirt— 
we step away together 
to a continuing day. 
We lock the home we have packed into a large dark box and feel the slam 
of metal against concrete. Mother curves my shoulders back to the sky—a 
woman's right. Then we move apart, our faces turned across miles, over the 
hills and the barren tree line, toward a receding light. 
When I learned about the haibun form as a hybrid of prose and haiku, I was in a time of transition— 
moving out of the house I had lived in for fourteen years. Thankfully, haibuns allow for a concentrated 
sensory experience and oftentimes feature a turning point or a shift. Through this form, I explored the 
well-used parts of my old house and an emotional transition made easier through the presence of the 
women in my family. 
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Jux tas tump 
graphic design Maddie Schoenherr 
I created this image for a screenprint. It is a composite of several different photos of stumps I 
photographed in the woods behind Taylor. Credit for the title goes to Stephen Weick. 
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i f  s i l ence  were  a  l anguage  
photography Nyshd Chen 
Minimalism has a beauty that creeps up on you. There are these random moments when you look at 
the right place at the right angle and if the light happens to be in your favor, you can find the ordinary 
extraordinary. 
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so l i t ude  
Honorable mention poetry Rebecca Hartman 
i walk the night of solstice, 
winter silent at my side 
he slips solace under my ribs— 
those soft whispers of finger-tips 
suck heat from my waist 
with wicked white teeth. 
these small deaths line the stream like stones. 
i feel winter seep in as the water 
burying itself in rock 
freezing and breaking open 
my petrified ribs. 
listen, all is muffled aloneness. 
this will end. 
seclusions meet 
in eyelashes, stolen glances 
and trembling— 
i hear in them 
the crack of an egg 
filled with phoenixes, 
the sighs of glaciers 
surrendering into the sea 
to drown and be 
reborn. 
In the winter, everything is frozen and quiet. Still, I feel the tension of spring looming on the horizon. 
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The  M a t r i a r ch  
graphic design Sarah Elaine Ellis 
Mom doesn't really look like this. She is a very beautiful person. But I chose to portray her with harsh 
lines and a weathered look about her. I chose to portray her this way in representation of who she is: a 
hard worker. My mother has a difficult job and works hard every day. When we were in school she'd come 
home exhausted from the day but wouldn't go to bed until we did. She said she wasn't ready for the day 
to end; she wanted to hear from us about our days, and to spend time with us. She'd be in her chair while 
we talked, but this image was usually how the conversations ended. 
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ca ramel  macch ia to  
poetry Nysha Chen 
the kitchen is bruised with honeydew, 
a melon green, that comes as a 
mouthful of sticky hues, 
the stained mustard yellow 
of the dish cloth, and the sunrays as 
curious intruders, burning our flesh golden 
Julys here are a ravaging blue and 
we are hazards on the wood panel floor 
bread crumbs sift through, lemon pores shaved 
off bristled tops of week-old coffee 
and I still can't seem to scrub off its flavor 
Inspired by the gorgeous works of Nicole Cuddleback and Li-Young Lee, a portrayal of emotions through 
color and flavor. 
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(unt i t led)( f  lower)  
photography £mj[y Simmons 
"The only difference between life and dying is trying, thaf s all we're called to do so try to love me and I'll 
try to save you." 
—Twenty One Pilots 
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The Bir thday Flowers  
poetry Megan Geiske 
A day late, 
A misspelled card comes, 
And with it a vase of March flowers. 
Of the quiet mums, 
My mother only planted these at my home 
In New Jersey, for resilience. 
Of the murmured purple tiger lilies, 
My father had transplanted 
My grandmother's bulbs along our hedge, 
Like these browning, crumpled testaments. 
Of ferns' fronds curled as if beneath our pines, 
For sunlight in winter wetness, 
There'd been some, just as shriveled. 
A week late, 
I cut their milky stems at an angle, 
Peeled off their rotting leaves, 
And sugared their flower-water with Splenda. 
All I could do for them on my own, 
All they left to me being an empty vase, 
"Made in the Garden State." 
Inspired by a vase of March flowers, "The Birthday Flowers" was written about the many wonderful 
memories from my home and my inability to replicate their images, or keep them alive in this new place. 
Images of my mother's and grandmother's flowers, and the New England evergreens and fems became 
images reflecting the longing I had for my old home even in a beautiful new country. This metaphor 
had to lead to my own sense of being out of place, emptied of my familiar family backgrounds and 
understandings of what home was, just like the ending emptied vase. 
House  and  Home ,  A lone  
p^ry Nate Aei Its 
There are mouths in the cellar 
and ears in the attic, 
But my eyes are in the living 
room, the breathing room I need. 
Godspeed the sun; I'll bleach the carpets, 
and shake the rugs with force of habit 
To exercise my solitary pulse while shadows 
feed back into an insular reaction. 
On sound foundation, the insulating 
issues quake, cool and warm a tender pain. 
Out the windows, in the doors 
fall stacks of paper seed, 
Growing thoughts of her for whom 
each creaking threshold sings its song. 
Groans the joy, with silence in the kitchen, 
in the dusty rooms and halls, 
That begs to close my stubborn doors 
against the wind and rain. 
In silent hesitation moments flood, 
and though I love the life outside this tomb, 
There is an awful weight of blood 
in the ghost across the room. 
My favorite pieces of art lead me through multiple layers of meaning. With poetry, establishing a concrete 
interpretation is not as important as exploring contexts and how they relate to one another, creating still more 
meaning. Also, I've always loved the careful measure of words with numerous definitions, which allow for 
multiple, hopefully harmonious interpretations. With this poem, I tried to combine the images of a person's 
head—housing the space of the mind—with notions of what it means to identify a space as "home." The quiet 
fear that accompanies loneliness haunts this space with the spirit of an "other" who was never there. 
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Matthew 
photography Maddie Schoenherr 
This image was taken through a one-hundred-year-old view camera. I used studio lighting. Matthew's 
beard was too glorious at this point to not be photographed. 
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Sweet Bread 
p°etry Charnell Peters 
Make this sweet bread with me 
like Mother made with quarter flour and lard 
in our square kitchen, where she sang and stepped 
in her light hand-sewn dress 
(a little longer in the back than the front) 
with the gospel on her tongue 
and that thread-bare scarf 
that covered her hair, which she pressed 
with the hot comb's burning metal on weekends. 
Make this sweet bread with me 
that we smelled on Sunday mornings 
as we raked and smoothed our hair, 
elbows poised like spears, 
grumbling at each other and the cousins 
who had spent the night to pin it sharp and nice, 
so it wouldn't fall when the Spirit 
swooped in at church, rolling fire through the skin, 
like the Spirit always did when Daddy preached. 
Make this sweet bread with me 
that Uncle Penny asked for in that low, flat bed 
when his mouth moved without him knowing 
and his head and hands shook with age 
in the musty room across the hall. 
And we took him the bread and prayed 
like Mother told us to 
and sang his favorite song with closed eyes 
and opened them and saw him for the last time. 
Make this sweet bread with me 
that we cooked special for Southern relatives 
whose nappy heads poked from our quilts 
and scowling mouths snapped 
at us when the mothers' backs were turned— 
the bread that grew us tall in the heat 
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of Midwest Junes, that filled our rounded bellies 
when we plotted all day to sneak them at night 
back to dark, and secret room we shared. 
During my stay at my grandmother's house this summer, I spent a lot of time learning about her 
childhood that was filled with eleven siblings and her father's church to upkeep. This poem is fictional, 
but it is a nod to my grandmother's childhood and the peculiarities of families, such as a specific type of 
sweet bread, that can arouse countless memories and keep people connected over time. 
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Storm and Bees 
poetry Ben Dulavitch 
Sky opens and I walk hopefully through plants greening and plants budding 
and plants blooming. I see leaves and then leaves and then golden amber 
fractals stretching forward. They fall and I hear my voice change as the bees 
that should be sleeping fly down, hidden beneath the dead-brown leaves. I 
hear them buzzing as I go on walking. 
Bees without pollen 
and dying— 
ready to sting. 
Clouds grow and leaves dry and break. I go on walking as the clouds open 
and bees smell the rain and scatter into the cold. They sting my hands and 
die, determined to live and to sting and to die. Bees without stingers lie in the 
forest, rustling with the leaves as rain becomes snow. 
I wrote "Storm and Bees" during the fall when the season was changing and every trash can on campus 
was covered with bees. I don't like bees and thought about how quickly they would die before winter. I 
pictured them conspiring to sting one final time. This became the inspiration for the poem. 
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Ash Trees 
photography S. Taylor Hughes 
Quiet is indispensable, nourishing, and elusive. 
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An Absence Here ,  Me 
Poetry Charnell Peters 
The Hair 
I found a piece of you today, hung 
on a white teacup, draped, a tired dishrag, 
over the wavy green ivy on the lip, 
as if it had intended all along to fight 
a mighty distance and then rest 
right there, 
so that I, peering over glasses, 
sweat tickling nose, would inspect like a newborn, 
a silver and delicate piece of you 
that did not live but took my breath away. 
The Gravesite 
All that is left of you for a stranger to know is here 
in this row of crescent rock on a stone 
that says nothing of your splashing laugh that spilled 
between the curl of your long fingers, 
or of the gust that rolled from your spice cabinet when you 
stood and smelled a flavor you had never tasted but desire to create, 
or of your toothpaste and the two stacked lines you made of it 
like you were building something sacred for yourself, 
or of the way you loved as if your body were made of fireworks, 
so that even the dirty ends of this world like cigarette butts 
would light you, a beacon, for all to see, for me. 
And now strangers can only see the light I have placed here— 
flickering already, and can see my curled frame 
and how I carry myself as if I am only half here. 
Half gone, I kneel in damp grass, leaving crescent dents by your side. 
They all must know something angelic has left me. 
They all must know that you were once here. 
The Profile 
The smell of dirty city, factories and aimless people, 
seeped into my car so I killed the air. 
In an instant like that of salvation 
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the hush of the stirring stillness was all I could sense. 
And I turned, 
and saw your profile in the idling car beside me— 
The figure of your face 
carved into the mountain of someone else's head. 
I searched the points and crevices, furious 
for any sign of life and you. Then the car lurched 
away, dragging breath from my lungs. Magic. 
I pretend to forget. 
I began writing this poem in the summer when I lived in a new place and encountered gorgeous images 
everyday: my grandmother's china, Crown Hill Cemetery, and city traffic among others. They were 
fresh and exciting to me, so I wrote a poem from the opposite perspective, one in which the scenes were 
mundane and then sadly reminiscent because of lost love. 
27 
We 
Honorable mention visual art: photography Sarah Elaine Ellis 
This image was taken in one shot, meaning this image was not created by overlaying two or more images. 
This is one photo. 
This was accomplished by slowing down the shutter speed to 15 seconds or more. The only edits done on 
this photograph were to convert the image to grayscale and bring up the brightness and contrast, since this 
photo was taken in a room with no light. 
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(unt i t led)  ( t ree  and web)  
photography Emily Simmons 
"sometimes quiet is violent" —Twenty One Pilots 
29 
h e a v i n g  
photography Nysha Chen 
Hangzhou, China is one of those ethereal places that you can only accidentally stumble into. While this 
photo does not do it justice, I hope it can gesture towards the gorgeous threshold of Chinese architecture. 
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Paresthesia 
1st place prose Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
It starts at the office. 
The new hire is fresh out of college: accounting degree, former 
student body president, regular donor to a charity that feeds starving 
children around the world. A number cruncher, a perfectionist, an idealist. I 
was like that once. 
The men stare as she walks into the break room. Her figure is 
painstakingly refined, millimeter after millimeter sanded away. Perhaps 
others notice that her pencil skirt is too short for dress code. I only see the 
light between her legs and the three baby carrots she nibbles over lunch. 
I was like that once. If I tried, I could even be better than her. But 
things are different now. I have a family; I'm too busy to go chasing after 
destruction. 
I only eat half of my spinach and chicken breast sandwich before 
throwing the rest away. 
It7s seven thirty on a Monday morning, and the children are already 
making messes with their low-sugar cereal, all soggy with almond milk. 
Daniel will clean it up while I take them to school. 
I stand at the island counter with my face to the table. At my back, 
the window leaks with the blue darkness of a winter morning. One hand 
holds a knife, the other a slice of organic bread. Monday. That means peanut 
butter and fruit preserves for the kids. Every Monday since they could eat 
solid food, they have learned to expect this for lunch in or out of school. The 
one time I absentmindedly made turkey sandwiches, they threw a fit because 
turkey sandwiches are only edible on Wednesdays. 
I taught them to follow rituals well. 
The salty-sweet scent wafts from the jar to my nose. My stomach 
rumbles. Maybe one bite won't— 
"Mommy! Mommy!" Ava's voice distracts me from my cravings. 
"Look at what I can do!" 
She checks to make sure that I'm watching before she crouches to the 
floor and does a somersault. She peels herself off the ground and proudly 
flings her hands in the air. Even though I clap and say, "Good job, sweetie! 
That was a great trick," my memory has flung me back in time. I am in ninth 
grade. I am falling off the balance beam at a gymnastics competition. 
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Mother tells me that I'd be able to control my body better if I lost a 
little more weight. 
Father isn't there. 
I finish the kids' sandwiches without even licking the knife clean. Ava 
and Braden squabble over who has the cooler superhero bowl. 
I remember to forget my counseling appointment today. 
Soon, neither the new hire nor I spend lunch in the break room. We 
chat over sweat and celery on twin ellipticals. Her name, I learn, is Heather. 
We bond over lunch hours spent in the company fitness center and taking 
regular smoke breaks to suppress hunger. 
We have a camaraderie. 
I watch the bones in her wrist roll under her skin as she ties her 
blonde hair back. She sees my envious eyes and smiles. 
We have a rivalry, 
"What size are you wearing these days?" I dare to ask. 
"Two." She brushes her flopping ponytail over her shoulder. 
I am a size four. I will run two miles after every dinner to outdo her. 
I've been in counseling enough times to know the damage I am doing 
to myself. I've relapsed enough times to not care. 
For the third time this week, Daniel calls to say he needs to work late 
at the office. That means I don't need to eat dinner tonight to fend off suspi­
cion. 
I tell myself I'm crying from relief as I hang up the phone. 
An hour later, I feed the children tomato and chickpea soup. I spoon 
some into my bowl and fill it to the brim with water. 
If s like high school all over again. A pre-competition meal of chicken 
broth in the kitchen, leaning against the counter top. Then, hours later, feeling 
the emptiness slosh in my stomach as I jump and tumble before a crowd of 
strangers. Always strangers. 
My father only came to one of my gymnastics meets: the day I almost 
landed the double flip on my floor routine. After another chicken broth meal, 
the world blackened as I twirled, and I couldn't figure out which way was up 
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and which was down before my face hit the mat. 
The mistake cost our team sectionals. I could almost hear him 
grumbling to Mother about wasting their time as I slinked to my team, face 
burning, the world still spinning. 
Braden tugs at my arm. "Mommy, why are you sad?" 
My vision sparks black, and I grip the counter without looking at my 
son. "Finish your dinner, Brady." 
I can't get out of bed this morning. Daniel makes the kids their 
sandwiches and takes them to school before he goes to work, then comes 
home complaining that Ava won't eat her peanut butter and jelly sandwich 
because ifs not Monday. "You say you've recovered, Mel, but all the old hab­
its are still there. It's hurting the kids," he says as he takes off his tie. 
I sit propped against the pillows. "Mmm." 
"Are you listening? This is about Ava." 
His words bounce off my ears like stones against a wall. 
"She isn't eating because of your training!" 
I should care about this, shouldn't I? Where is the energy to care? 
He is studying me now. "Mel, when was the last time you went to 
counseling?" 
"Every Monday," a mechanical voice answers. It doesn't sound like 
me. 
"When did you last go?" 
My silence is my confession. 
"Mel! You can't just skip sessions! I'm working overtime for you to 
see Dr. Rush every week." 
"I was busy." 
"Busy. Right. Are you even going to work anymore? Or did you quit 
and just forget to tell me that, too?" 
"I still go to work." I don't tell him that I've used all my sick days in 
the past month. 
The air leaves the room as he zips his jeans. Finally, "I should have 
seen this sooner." His voice has lost all its anger. 
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I stare into the air, trying to make myself feel something. Why should 
I, though? Why should anyone care if I do? I am a waste of space and 
resources. I can't even show up to work anymore. I can't even make a turkey 
sandwich so my daughter can eat. 
He sits next to me on the bed and holds my cold hands. When I met 
Daniel, I fell in love with him because he wasn't afraid of emotions. I knew 
that I'd need someone to feel for me. "Mel, where did my wife go?" His eyes 
search mine. I know what he finds: nothing. "What's trying to destroy you?" 
"I need to check the casserole," I say. "The timer went off." 
He stands and helps me out of bed. I wonder if he's going to give up 
this battle, but then I feel his eyes on the bones rolling under the skin of my 
wrists. 
"Let's get lunch tomorrow. Zander's, maybe?" He's testing the 
reaches of my relapse. Even though I've been careful to eat in front of him, 
there's no getting out of this meal now that he's offered. 
One meal won't hurt. One meal. Order the salad. Get a to-go box. 
Carefully portion out four hundred calories. Run extra miles over the next 
week. 
"Sounds good. I can't wait," I say. He has to know I'm okay. I put on 
my brightest smile for as long as I can maintain it. 
I fool nobody, but all he can do is hold my bony hand. 
The blackouts come more frequently. Sometimes, they skip around 
the comers of my vision. Sometimes, I find myself on the floor with things 
scattered or broken around me. 
I have to keep going. 
I'm almost there. 
I stop seeing the new hire in the fitness center. One day, passing by 
the break room, I see her eating microwaved macaroni and an apple. She is 
chatting with the women from Payroll. 
Our eyes meet, and shame flits across her face for a moment. Then she 
waves, inviting me to sit and join the world of food and friends that I have 
separated myself from. 
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I keep walking. The smell of reconstituted cheese and bad coffee 
lingers in my nose even as I change into gym shorts. I am stronger. I've 
beaten her. 
Four miles down. Two to go. Burn off dinner and two hundred extra 
calories in the basement while Daniel washes dishes upstairs. I sense the fat 
on my inner thighs jiggling. 
I up the speed. Burn off dinner and three hundred extra calories. 
Everything hurts. My heart throbs in my throat and empty stomach. 
My insides collapse on themselves. 
Black rushes in from all sides. My legs give out, and my face hits the 
moving belt and my father is telling me I am a waste of time and my mother 
saying that I wouldn't be falling if I were just five pounds lighter and my 
body shoots off the treadmill into the wall. 
I'm well on my way to losing consciousness before there's a crack and 
my head splinters with pain. 
I've made it. 
I wake up in an open-backed gown with a stiff sheet and blanket 
spread over me. Nodes hook me up to beeping machines. 
Since when does purgatory look like a hospital? 
My eyes follow the thin plastic tubing stringing from the vein at the 
crook of my elbow to a suspended bag of solution. No. No no no. They're 
ruining all of my hard work. I was supposed to die! 
I hear something, I think, I'm not sure. I don't listen. With shaking 
hands, I peel off the tape and tug out the needle. A bit of blood squeezes out 
of the hole to begin repairs. I wipe it away. I can't let them ruin this. It has to 
end. 
"Melissa, don't do that." I have definitely heard something, and it has 
spoken my name. 
That7s when I look beyond my body and notice a pale face staring at 
me from the chair on the other side of the room. 
"Lie back and rest, now." Daniel stands and finds the nurse call 
button by my bedside. "Let7s get you a new IV." 
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I decide to slide out of the bed even though the world sways. He 
wraps his arms around me to prevent my escape. Does this wild-haired 
skeleton with sunken eyes and a hospital gown frighten him? I hope my 
children haven't seen me. They shouldn't have to remember their mother like 
this. 
"Let me go." Somehow, my mouth is dry. The words croak. 
"You need to lie back down," he tells me, but I feebly fight to free 
myself from my husband's captivity. "Mel, calm down. You need to rest up. 
Braden and Ava will be coming soon." 
Ava. Barely four. Soggy cereal and somersaults. 
I am a horrible mother, killing myself slowly and not taking care of 
them. They will be better without me. 
The nurse arrives and eases me back into bed. An efficient little 
servant, he finds the vein, makes a puncture, and leaves without a wasted 
breath. 
"Don't let them see me. Not like this." 
Daniel strokes my ratted hair. "They're scared. They want to know 
you're okay." 
"I'm not." 
"You will be." 
"I can't." 
"The kids need you to be. I need you to be." 
I play with the fresh tape on my wrist. 
He lifts my fingers away and distracts them with his own. "I should 
have been present for you instead of working late. I'm sorry. I should have 
been home." 
When he kisses my forehead in wordless blessing, I feel something. 
Not real feeling, like the warmth of love spreading in the chest, but the small 
electric pricks of a numbed limb that is finally regaining sensation. Beeping 
machines and distant voices breathe life into his apology. 
"I don't want to see you like this. I want to see you whole." 
Again, his soft lips press against my head. He wraps his arms around 
my shoulders, maybe in a hug, maybe in an attempt to keep me in this place 
of recovery. 
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I can only summon two words: "I know." Alone, they are insufficient, 
but the pins-and-needles in my heart offer a whisper of hope. 
Recovery stings, but we press toward the promise of healing. 
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St i l lness  
photography Ethan Barnes 
Neapolis, Greece. Taylor University's "Footsteps of Paul" 2013. My true love for this photo is due to the 
beautiful contrast and vibrant colors in the original. However, even in its black-and-white depiction, the 
photo displays the simplistic and relaxed environment for which Greek culture is typically romanticized. 
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Your Name in the Wind 
2nd place poetry Chamell Peters 
I lost you in my mouth for months, 
afraid the air would steal you 
from the warmth of my cheeks 
like the night picked you away, 
deserting bedroom vigils: alarm clock, glasses... 
The air would have caught you, 
brushed your syllables and smile, 
but my body hoarded you to ghost 
and grit remains, tracing crumbs into soft darkness. 
I swallowed your name's bitter carcass, 
and its skeleton beads cracked open on my tongue. 
Wisps still shift in my ears, bending out the tune: 
You should have shared her 
and you'd still feel her in me. 
This poem deals with grief and the hollowness found in not speaking about our pain. In the past few years 
I have learned from amazing people how healing can come through simple conversation. "Your Name in 
the Wind" takes a look at the guilt and even resentment that can happen when that is not accomplished, 
when we leave ourselves to our own misery and are left with regret. 
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Bl inds  
photography Jonathan Eshleman 
Let it be known that this image was composited well after both photos were originally taken. Never be 
ashamed to readjust your vision if inspiration calls for it. 
P.S. Tori, you saved the day! 
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O n  J u i c i n g  O n e s e l f  
3rd place poetry Veronica Toth 
Before "obsessive compulsive" 
had any meaning to me, 
I scoured my mother's magazines 
for new recipes to copy, 
sure I could gather them all 
in one small notebook. 
Carefully printed instructions 
for pudding pies and Jell-O shakes 
grew heavier, obligatory, maniacal 
as I realized there were too many desserts 
for one pen to record. 
I still sometimes think 
if I compact my world tight enough, 
press out all the air, all the breath 
I will have the dregs of necessity 
and nothing more: 
exactly one palmful of life. 
In the compression, there is a certain order. 
The shells of oranges can fit anywhere 
once their juice has been drained away. 
I can tuck myself into nothing: 
seamless, feel the glorious 
chaos of life roll off my rind 
unabsorbed, close in on 
graham cracker crust and 1/2 cup milk. 
Trying to hold all of life within your hands is really tempting but really unsuccessful. It has to breathe, or 
you will let go and find it wilted. 
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The  Man  Who  L ived  Backward  
1st place poetry Mark Glenchur 
There once was a fellow who lived in reverse, 
Which sometimes was hard, though it could have been worse. 
Still, life in reverse had advantages, too; 
He found there were marvelous things he could do, 
Like eating then fixing the meals that he ate, 
Which kept him from hunger and having to wait. 
He also could walk through a tightly shut door, 
Then open it wide, and he still could do more. 
Whenever he travelled, he always arrived 
Before he departed, though how he contrived 
Perplexed a great many. But, nobody found 
What caused him to do things the other way round. 
Of course, living backward was sometimes a strain; 
For instance, he frequently suffered from pain 
Before getting injured, although he would heal 
Beforehand as well. So, the total ordeal 
Was not as unpleasant as those would expect 
Who think that a cause should precede its effect. 
In fact, one could surely successfully prove 
The world would be better if all were to move 
Through life in reverse in the manner of him 
Who found he was wet ere he went for a swim 
But likewise discovered that he, as a rule, 
Was totally dry when he climbed from the pool. 
In June and July, in the warmth of the sun, 
He shovelled his driveway, which therefore was done 
When snow fell at last in the midst of December; 
His driveway stayed clear. He could also remember 
Events from the future as though they were past, 
Which left those who heard him agog and aghast; 
For instance, he knew what the weather would be 
For weeks in advance. He could also foresee 
Which team would assuredly win the big game, 
As hindsight and foresight, for him, were the same. 
These marvels, however, were only a few 
Of all of the wonderful things he could do. 
With him, the fantastic was splendidly rife, 
And never was anything dull in his life. 
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He never gave loved ones a reason to mourn 
Because he had perished before he was born 
And gotten it over. He, thus, to this day, 
Still lives, for he lives in the opposite way. 
Contrary, perhaps, to intuition, the inspiration for this piece did not come from either Through the Looking-
Glass, and What Alice Found There or from The Curious Case of Benjamin Button. Rather, the idea came to me 
from The Voyage of the Dawn Treader, from the chapter in which the Magician tells Asian and Lucy how 
his foolish subjects tried washing dishes before using them, to save time. "What if it could work?" I asked 
myself. It was not long before I had more topsy-turvy examples than I could possibly use. 
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Enjoy  Coca-Cola ,  Enjoy  Food!  
photography Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Empty restaurants are picturesque. 
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Bake 
poetry Rebecca Hartman 
Ziggurat of coals 
curled sepulcher for clay 
the kiln purrs softly. 
Coils of dry fire crisp 
vessels, filled with empty heat, 
dreaming of oceans. 
The last breath of stone— 
fading water softer than 
quivering atoms. 
Here, the smell of bone 
drifts. Inside myself I am 
evaporated. 
I took a ceramics course this past semester. 
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A S imple  Pover ty  
poetry Veronica Toth 
As I ate a cupcake, he 
glanced at me sideways, 
small tan face free of envy. 
"What does caramel 
taste like?" he asked, 
an allergen-free plate 
sitting empty before him. 
I couldn't explain 
the rich, buttery flavor 
to a boy who lived 
on vegan margarine. 
Later, the coconut milk caramel 
sauce that the Internet promised 
would be just the same 
was pale and dripped in clumps 
from our spoons, but he ate it on 
(dairy-free) ice cream anyway -
poverty giving him grace; 
grace giving him appetite. 
My younger brother's always had severe milk allergies, which prevents him from trying a lot of pretty 
common foods. There was poetry in both of us trying to bridge that small gap. 
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Fabian  
3rd place visual art: photography Olivia J ess up 
I took this photo while interviewing this man, Fabian. I wanted to capture how much he inspired me as I 
listened to his story. Fabian speaks over seven different languages, was born in the jungles of Ecuador, and 
worked for National Geographic. He loves Jesus and philosophy. His story inspires me, and I hope this 
snapshot of who he is inspires others as well. 
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Knowing  a  S t ranger  
prose Charnell Peters 
They call him "the gunman." They talk about what he did to us and 
where he is now— hopefully in hell, hopefully somewhere being punished 
for taking the easy way out. 
I wouldn't call it easy. I had seen the sweat drip from his damp hair 
to his stained shirt. His hand was shaking, the gun trembling from the earth­
quake of his body. His eyes were wild with grief. They didn't see that. They 
only hear the story they want to hear, not even his name. Joseph. 
I didn't know him, but I know his end well. I see it every day when 
I wake up. I know it in the crack of splitting trees in thunderstorms and the 
crash of shopping carts. I have never known a stranger like this. I don't know 
why I was the last person to see him alive or why I was only person who 
walked out of that gas station. 
I don't even stop at gas stations often for snacks, because Ryan is usu­
ally with me. When I stop for chips or a sweet tea, he always groans and says, 
"Dad. Not again." He likes long, uninterrupted car rides. The soft and per­
sistent rock of the truck calms him. He counts the houses he sees and makes 
lists of whatever comes to his mind. Sometimes he looks out of his favorite 
blue, plastic funnel, the narrow part fitting around his eye, the broader part 
encompassing his world. I'm not always sure what is in his world, but that 
gas station is not in it. 
When I had finally come home that night, he was distraught. It didn't 
matter that I had been a hostage or that I could have very easily died. To a 
fourth grader who saw very little gray, all the explaining in the world would 
not change that fact that I had lied. I had said, "I will be home by seven." A 
gas station, a gunman, and two body bags were no excuse. 
He doesn't care about Joseph or the other two, Patricia Callaway and 
Devon Rightener. They are not in his world, but they are everywhere in mine. 
Patricia had screamed and fallen as if all her bones had disappeared. Dev­
on had been buying Cheetos and Coke. He had not died instantly but had 
choked until he stopped breathing. I hadn't even known their names until 
after the incident. Now, I see them in my dreams in the way I have always 
known them—dying. 
Red snakes had spilled from their bodies, pooling through the isle, 
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only stopping to spread when something stood in their way—a DVD rack, a 
cooler of mini sodas, my shoe, Joseph's shoe. I will never tell Ryan about the 
snakes. He will never understand them. He would say, "That is impossible. 
Red snakes do not live inside of human bodies. Red snakes do not even live 
in this region." 
Ryan understands the world differently than me. He may never un­
derstand a passing idiom, but he knows the life-changing nature of promises. 
I have helped him construct his world out of them. I promised the pudding 
would not eat him. I promised that his class was just as good as the class 
other kids were in. I promised that his cousins really did like him; they just 
didn't understand him. Ryan appreciates promises, and he is going with me 
to keep my promise to Joseph. 
"What other things are green?" Ryan asks. He stares at the passing 
vehicles through the window. His notebook, glued and taped together, is 
jostling on his leg. 
"Grass," I say. 
"Got it," he says. 
"Avocados." 
"The outside of avocados are not green, and the pits aren't green ei­
ther." Ryan stares at my hair. 
"Well, guess I can't think of anything else." I say, and after a while, 
"Thanks for coming with me." 
"You said I could get a chocolate shake," Ryan says. "This is about 
that man you didn't know who you keep crying about, right?" 
A familiar pain emerges in my chest. He's right. This is absurd. I 
didn't even know him. 
"We're going to take these flowers to someone that man knew." I say 
after a long period of silence. 
Ryan doesn't respond. I can tell he doesn't understand, and for once, I 
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am sure he is not in the minority. 
"I'm making a list of purple objects I see on the way. Then I'll make a 
list of words I know that start with a 'V.' Then I think we will have chocolate 
shakes," Ryan says. 
I leave him to his work. We drive the rest of the way in silence. I know 
Ryan likes it, but I am drowning in my thoughts. Is it right to honor the last 
wish of someone who killed a man sitting across from you, who seriously 
wounded an innocent woman? Does Joseph deserve anything more than the 
final bullet he'd given himself? I am not sure what he deserves, but perhaps 
Maria Allen deserves something good. Maybe it doesn't matter who deserves 
what, because it all comes down to a promise. 
Patricia and Devon had only been on the floor for a minute, but I felt 
like I'd been staring at their blood for hours. It was dribbling from a rack of 
magazines, from the wall, from the shelf. Joseph's screaming turned to sob­
bing turned silence. He was suddenly slumped on his knees in front of me, 
looking at me with wild eyes. 
"Tell Maria I love her," he had said, bringing the gun to his head. In 
the moment before he pulled the trigger, I had nodded. 
That nod is the last thing Joseph saw. That nod means that I had heard 
his request and was going to honor it. I had made a promise, so I had spent 
time researching, listening to every news report about Joseph, every detail of 
his family. I had tracked down his brother who had reluctantly told me that 
Maria was his ex-girlfriend and given me her address. I don't know if this 
woman wants to see me. She could be just as crazed as her suicidal boyfriend. 
I could be taking Ryan into a dangerous situation. What was I thinking, tell­
ing him he could come? 
By the time we pull into the neighborhood, I have a headache. I am 
surprised that the houses are a nice size, all tan and brown; the cars are 
expensive, shining even; the flower beds are groomed and blooming. The 
people of this neighborhood seem too decent for the man I am representing. I 
feel sick. Ryan stays in the truck while I approach the house. 
I ring the doorbell. I wait. I knock. I wait. I peak through the blinds. I 
wait. For a split second, I worry that I look crazy, but then I remember what I 
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am doing. It seems fitting. 
The house is dark and no one answers. I leave the vase of roses. The 
card attached is short, maybe impersonal. I suppose I would have said the 
same thing to her face. She will get the message. She will know that Joseph 
loved her, that his last words had been for her. That is all that I promised. 
I get back in the truck and notice my labored breathing. This whole 
situation is ridiculous. 
"She wasn't home," I say, wiping the sweat off of my forehead with 
my shirt. Ryan doesn't respond. I want to sit there for a few minutes to allow 
my heart time to stop pounding so hard, but I am afraid that someone will 
pull into the driveway. I need to leave, anyway, before I begin debating and 
change my mind. 
"I'm making a list of all the things I want you to do with me," Ryan 
says. 
"What's first on the list?" I ask. I study him. He has no idea what I 
have just been through. 
"Chocolate shakes." 
We drive from the neighborhood and onto the interstate as Ryan reads 
me his list. If I had died that night, who knows what sort of list he'd put me 
on? I imagine my name under the word "pineapple" in a list of things he 
likes or above "houses" in a list of things not easily blown over by the wind. 
I imagine he would start putting me in every list he made, whether it made 
sense or not. I would be everywhere in his mind in death, the way Joseph is 
in mine. I can't imagine him not thinking of me. I can't imagine not thinking 
of Joseph. 
This short story is, admittedly, a direct result of my obsession with police TV shows and my not so secret 
dream of becoming a hostage negotiator. However, I wanted to focus on the aftermath, not the incident, 
and its effect on the victim and his family. Through the story, the speaker struggles to understand his own 
motives and actions as well as his perpetrator and his autistic son. In the end, he must keep living his life, 
though he does not understand how. 
51 
o n  t h e  t h i r d  m o r n i n g  o m e  
poetry Kelsey Scott 
All I wanted to hear this morning 
was He is risen, 
instead, you, visiting pastor 
stood in my father's place 
separating 
us with words. 
Saved and Unsaved, 
you christened us, your own terms 
on this morning of life. 
I yearned to stand lifted, rejoicing, 
feet planted on the pew, in my good dress 
battling your words. 
He gives hope! He gives life! 
I was angry the morning of the miracle 
because your discord made its way 
to the empty tomb, 
cutting 
through the light. 
Please, please, 
stop pushing me back into the tomb, 
I am so tired of the 
night7 s 
weight and 
simply want to hear the women 
calling, he is risen indeed! 
The summer of 2012, my father was in an accident that left him a quadriplegic. He spent six months in rehabilitation 
and returned home in early spring. He is a pastor, so our lives are deeply rooted into a loving church family that 
allowed him to continue rehab at home instead of working. Everything was new and different. I began to feel hope and 
joy return to our lives. On Easter Sunday, a visiting pastor came to speak. The man made no mention of the resurrection 
of Jesus. I remember sitting next to my dad and feeling so heavy. Just when I began to see the light, it was pushed away 
by someone I didn't even know. I wrote this poem that afternoon as my own push back against the darkness. 
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From Generat ion to  Generat ion 
photography Austin Friesen 
"For the Lord is good and his gracious love stands forever. His faithfulness remains from generation to 
generation" (Psalm 100:5 ISV). The cemeteries in Ireland resonate with me because a thousand years of 
one family may lie in the same plot. This prompts me to reflect on my own heritage. I have received the 
blessing of four generations of Christ-followers who have prayed for me, instilled God's Word into my life, 
and set an example for me to follow. 
J a n  a n d  H e r  F l o w e r s  
Poetry Mark Olenchur 
"Good morning, my darlings!" said Jan, throwing wide 
The door of Jan's Flowers, her shop. Once inside, 
She greeted each daisy, petunia, and rose, 
Inhaling their wonderful smells with her nose. 
At least, so she tried, but she found more and more 
That something quite strange was afoot in her store. 
What was it? She puzzled, though not very long. 
It soon was apparent to Jan what was wrong. 
The fragrances normally filling the air 
Were missing that morning! They just were not there! 
No matter how long or how hard Jan would sniff, 
She never caught even the tiniest whiff. 
"What is it?" asked Jan. "Are you feeling run-down?" 
"We're fine," said her flowers, which caused Jan to frown; 
She saw they were not, but she had no intent 
Of asking just why they were lacking their scent. 
Yet, looking more closely, Jan noticed they seemed 
A little bit downcast, in fact, so she schemed 
To make them feel better however she could. 
A flower smells best when that flower feels good. 
She juggled a handful of balls, to begin, 
Then read them a story and played mandolin. 
She sang till her shop fairly rang with the sound, 
Though only when nobody else was around. 
But, nothing succeeded, and nothing was sold, 
Except to a man with a very bad cold. 
"Poor dears," murmured Jan, "I'm afraid I can't sell 
Bouquets made of flowers that no one can smell." 
Dismayed and discouraged, she nearly despaired, 
But, all of a sudden, a lily declared, 
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"We're sorry! Forgive us! We don't mean to grieve you! 
We love you so much, Jan; we don't want to leave you! 
"We thought, if we hid our aromas today, 
That no one would buy us and take us away." 
A daffodil added, "It worked, too, except 
That love can be given, it seems, but not kept." 
"You dear little things," whispered Jan, as the room 
Began smelling sweet with her flowers' perfume. 
For all of her life—and she lived a long while— 
Whenever she thought of that day, Jan would smile. 
For some reason, I had a particular desire to write a poem involving flowers. Lots of poets do it, but I 
wanted my contribution to be a bit different from the typical fare. A story written by a friend inspired the 
character of Jan, and a host of life experiences supplied the lesson that the flowers learn. Over time, these 
and other elements converged to produce what I hope is a simple but meaningful tale. 
55 
Language Barr ier  
p°eiry Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Only bread and tea sit with me at a breakfast table for six. A busboy brushes a 
distant table. His eyes sweep me. 
My nervous pencil sketches the patterned ceiling on disposable napkins 
between bites: drawing defenses in geometric twists. He scrubs nearby tables, 
already clean, to observe the growing pile. 
A river of retirees floods the buffet line. They crowd the empty seats. An­
noyed at the intrusion, I stand. 
The boy rushes to stop me. His hand fumbles in his pocket while his tongue 
fumbles with foreign words. 
Cold hands offer warm paper 
A humble attempt unfolds 
"For you. I draw, too." 
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On the Streets  of  Quito 
photography Olivia J ess up 
I took this photograph while walking along the streets of colonial Quito, Ecuador. I was glad to get this 
shot, as it was a busy street. These three sat down and began to sing and play. Quito is a vibrant city with 
many different people and ways of living. I wanted capture both the traditional style of Quito as well as 
the modernity of the city and the people, and capture a beautiful scene spotted on the streets of Quito. 
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And into Nonexistence;  Stat ion 57 
prose Nysha Chen 
Shanghai's underworld: Metro Line 1. To the station at Liu Ying 
Road, it can always be 11:59 p.m. where the one-way travelers hover between 
yesterday and tomorrow. And so I've heard that people disappear in the 
indistinct terminals where the radiated ceilings seethe into a clouded haze, 
into the crevices of the metal rails, like the little children I saw ten years ago, 
slumped against corridors with cardboard mats and ragged hands. 
Sometimes if I think back hard enough, there is a mother sordidly 
greased in soot. Crumpled at the stairwell, she cradles a baby nibbling on 
bread. I remember staring but not thinking. Likewise, businessmen and 
uniformed school girls sweep past; smoke fuming from their Marlboros and 
Sobranie Pinks. Day after day, people cough and breathe, and the city above 
rises again in a rampant wash of grey. 
Seemingly, the station identifies itself through its red warning signs 
and musky scent of old shoes. Light bulbs are strewn across the ceiling; they 
flicker - distantly, barely - the way people breathe when they know it's their 
last breath. Through the tunnel, heavy gasps of golden lights beat against the 
chilled January air. The chorale of footsteps grinds the undusted pavement as 
carry-on luggage tries not to fall far behind. 
And warily, I'd shuffle, minding the blatant yellow lines that trace 
the platform's edge. It had always been my tendency to stay in the middle 
of the crowd, to not stray into the intersection of elderly ladies with pointed 
umbrellas or workers bustling crates of supplies, and to follow the shouts of 
my aunt, "Hurry up!" dismissing the beggars who clawed for my attention. 
Ten years later, I would notice, just barely, that the station had fallen 
into a silence, the kind that permeated through eardrums with an annoyingly 
buzzing static. Decked with rejuvenated flooring, the station grounds had 
been cleaned up of any stray souls; the scroungers had relocated and new 
regulations imposed. And at nine thirty in the morning, as I boarded the 
incoming subway to East Nanjing, I realized that in the way that posthumous 
novels claim their best-selling title, only dead things can speak louder than 
the living. 
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I linger for a moment longer before the subway doors shut. Then with 
a click, the sphere around me is devoured in a blur, the bright lights ease out, 
and just like that, I, too, am gone. 
The past still lingers in the quiet places. When I visited Shanghai in the summer of 2012,1 found that the 
new had washed over the old - just barely. 
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Police Identify 19-Year-Qld Killed in Marshall Co. Crash 
































The newspaper article offered no relief from my grief and confusion. 
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What  Cr ime?  
painting Andrew Davis 
Japanese ink and paper, "...quite satisfied he had encountered none of them." - Dostoyevsky, Crime and 
Punishment 
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a  de f in i t e  answer  
photography Katelyn S. Irons 
No one likes that answer. 
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Amer i can  Sun r i s e  
prose Allison Russell 
Detroif s not that bad. 
My boots land uneven on the sidewalk, wobbly where my soles and 
heels have worn. Wind rushes through the broken leather. My layered socks, 
which are just as tattered, provide little barrier between freezing and me. I 
haven't felt my toes in hours. I can't decide if numbness is an improvement to 
the pain. 
At least the snow has stopped. And the bustle of the city has reduced 
the once-prominent drifts to slush, which blends with the gray of pavement, 
skyline, and air. I lower my head against the gusts so my patched cap absorbs 
some of the cold. 
I don't know where I'm going; I never do. If s just warmer to keep 
walking than to stay put. 
I turn a corner and bump into a man in a swanky sport coat. His wife 
grimaces and guards the opening of her purse, like I'd just reach in and grab 
whatever I want while she's glaring right at me. Mugging is a more subtle 
art. 
"Sorry," I say. 
He doesn't answer. I didn't expect him to. I keep walking and check a 
street sign. 
Grand Boulevard. Figures. 
This is what I mean when I say Detroif s not that bad. If s not like 
they say on the news. Areas like this are really nice. Streets by the casinos and 
theaters look pristine, like they were dropped here from somewhere else. If s 
an unconvincing marketing strategy, but it makes me wonder if the rest of the 
city could look this good. 
I tilt my gaze toward the spire of the Fisher Building. If s my favor­
ite skyscraper—not too modern and still standing. I like to imagine it at the 
height of the city's prosperity, surrounded by a heap of happy locals and 
visitors alike. Back when the auto industry boomed. Back before I was born. 
Thaf s not Detroit anymore. 
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I clench the fabric on either side of my zipper and push my fists 
together, as if my feeble strength can accommodate the poor fit of a Salvation 
Army coat. 
I speed up. I like it here, but I never stay too long. 
Rich people from the suburbs dress up and make a spectacle of 
visiting. The valets park their expensive cars by the prettiest buildings, and 
they ignore whaf s going on only a quarter of a mile in any direction. They 
pay ninety bucks to see Les Miserables performed at the Fisher Theatre when 
they could just look around and see the miserable for free. 
Fictional characters don't need that money. I could do a lot with 
ninety dollars. I could eat. 
Whatever. I tell myself that I'm not hungry and I'm not cold and I'm 
just taking a stroll through a thriving metropolis, a center of industry. It7s 
almost convincing. 
I cross back into the "bad part of town." This is the Detroit the world 
sees. Skeletons of decaying office buildings frame the road, adorned with 
spray painted genitals and swear words. 
I plunge a hand in my pocket and fold my tingling fingers around a 
tube of pepper spray. I fished it out of the trash, so it probably isn't full, but 
it could scare someone. Just in case the newscasters are right. In case gangs, 
rapists, and murderers lurk in foreclosed homes and parking garages. 
They do. I know they do. But I don't encounter them very often. 
My legs ache with exertion and chill, but eventually I enter another 
decent area that I don't recognize. A big white building expands in front of 
me, and I think it must be important. 
A weird shape stands to its side, a geometric black spider with four 
legs and no head. It must be the Detroit Institute of Arts. I can't think of 
anywhere else that would display crap like if s something to look at. I make 
comparable sculptures with trash in the alleyways. But that one probably cost 
millions of dollars. I wonder who I can talk to about selling my trash art for 
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millions of dollars. 
I march past the spider to the entrance, motivated by possibilities of 
warmth and free admission. I climb the steps made of intimidating marble. 
I don't belong anywhere this grand. Warm air blasts me in the doorway, and 
I have the temporary discomfort of too cold colliding with too hot. An open 
atrium welcomes me and I shuffle in line behind a family of four. A sign by 
the desk says "Free admission to residents of Macomb, Oakland, and Wayne 
Counties. Proof of residency required." 
Proof of residency. That7s the part that gets me. 
So I dart into a gallery when the security guard turns to help a woman 
in a wheelchair. 
Glass cases of armor line this huge room, but I prefer to look up. 
Ceilings fascinate me, maybe because I don't have one of my own. This one is 
painted blue, gold, and yellow, with hexagonal segments and windows that 
shower sun onto me. 
I unzip my coat and shove my gloves into my pocket, thankful that no 
one will notice me. Grunge is in. I could pass for a student at the art college. 
A map flutters near my foot, dropped by a woman struggling with 
two kids and a stroller. I pick it up and squint at it, but it does me no good. 
I only recognize some of the words, and without reading the pictures don't 
make any sense. 
I'm not stupid though. Daddy taught me how to fake it. He said that 
people judge you by three things: what you look like, where you came from, 
and how you speak. One of these things you can control. He taught me how 
to talk like I can read so that people take me seriously. 
He stopped teaching when he stopped coming home, and then Mom­
ma was a wreck. So I decided that if Daddy could choose not to come home, 
I could too. I wonder how long it took Momma to notice she had nothin' to 
yell at anymore. 
I don't know where they are now. I hardly know where I am most 
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days. But I know we're all still in Detroit, because Detroit is all we know. 
I turn left from the big room with the impressive ceiling. A cluster of 
smaller rooms connects like a maze, and I follow them without caring where 
I come out. 
I see wooden chairs and dressers, and a replica of a fancy house from 
olden times. If s a lot nicer than where I'm staying now, but I wouldn't want 
to live there. Everything is fragile. 
I slip by paintings of pale children with heads too big for their bodies 
and a gruesome picture of death on a white horse in battle. I can't work out 
why people paint ugly things when they could make something beautiful. 
I come to a wide room and understand a word above the door: 
"America." 
Landscape paintings hang in gold frames, striking against red walls. I 
study them. The trees, lakes, and mountains capture me, as painted suns rise 
and set behind nature. I recognize the same orangey glow that illuminates 
rectangular silhouettes in the city. 
I don't believe if s the same America as the one outside the museum, 
the one with concrete, depression, and rot. The wilderness in the pictures is 
gentle. I wonder if there are still places that look like that. I'd like to go there, 
I think. 
An automated voice announces that the museum will close soon. I 
only saw a few of the galleries, but I don't think anything could top the room 
of American sunrises. 
I head back, using the taller buildings as my guide. If s still dim when 
I arrive. 
Home is one of the burned out houses. Fire blackened most of the sid­
ing and collapsed the roof. If s a hovel, but it blocks the wind, even the snow 
in some places. 
I hear the whooping and howling from the crack den next door 
and pray they don't see me. If s the only thing I pray for anymore. I tiptoe 
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through the alley between the two houses and find the back window. One of 
the boards broke off so there's room for me to wiggle through. 
I collapse on the blow-up mattress in the living room where I made 
camp. After staring at a singed wall, I spit into a pile of black dust and dab 
the mixture with my finger. 
I raise my hand to the wall and draw. A straight line for the horizon. 
A half circle for the setting sun. Six lines emanating from the half circle at 
various angles. I imagine each space between the lines as different hues of 
orange, yellow, and red. 
I glance at the window to compare it with the real sunset before I re­
member if s boarded. The view might be better that way, but if s dark. 
I continue to paint with dirt, spit, and ash. 
Detroit's not that bad, and neither am I. Someday we'll both be fine. 
I wrote "American Sunrise" during my junior year for a commercial fiction class. Over spring break, I had 
spent a day at the Detroit Institute of Arts Museum, and I, like my character, liked a certain gallery best. I 
live in a suburb of Detroit, and it is always interesting to me the way people think of the city. I've had great 
experiences there - seeing live shows in the theaters and eating out in Greek Town. But my happy visits 
don't negate certain problems. I wanted to show the good and the bad, I guess. ITs just a place, not some 
evil or infamous entity. I also left my character's age and gender intentionally ambiguous. 
A Writer 's  Laundry List  
poetry Rebecca Hartman 
Gather them one by one, 
From under the bed and behind the dresser, 
Between the cracks and beneath the books; 
All socks without their matches, 
All artists without their homes, 
All dusty and dirty and lonely. 
Pile them in a wicker basket and walk to the laundry mat. 
Toss them in the wash, 
The plain and polka-dot together. 
Set the dial to "delicates and knits" 
(For the poets among them). 
Pour coffee and tea in the dispenser 
And leave them to spin. 
When you peel them off the edge, 
Thoroughly drenched, 
Put them in the dryer with a few sheets 
Of Tolstoy and Dickinson 
(Or Fitzgerald for the argyle 
And Seuss for the rainbow-striped). 
When they come out, 
Dry and toasty, 
Stuck to one another with wisps of electricity, 
Make sure you give them a separate corner 
Of your favorite drawer. 
Don't fold them, 
Just let them tumble in a colorful heap 
Where they can dream together. 
And when you feel cold and alone 
Take out a few, 
Slip them over your toes, 
And walk in the words they've given you. 
There is an everyday steadiness in laundry. When I read, the folding back of pages and the slow gathering 
of words feels like clothing myself in that same steady strength. 
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My Underwood  
photography Corrie Thompson 
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After the Party; or, Reflections on Doing the Dishes 
Honorable mention prose F A/eer 
We've just finished our movie, and my friends mingle and drink tea in the 
living room behind me. I stand before a sink piled high with dirty dishes. 
Rolling up my sleeves, I begin transferring the mess into one side of the 
stainless steel basin. My friends bustle about me, tidying up counter space or 
wiping down the stove. They take turns picking songs on someone's laptop, 
and the sound of old rock guitar drifts through the apartment. I finish filling 
the sink with water and soap, just past the edge of too-hot-to-be-comfortable, 
and begin washing. 
As I lose myself in the rhythm of dunk/ scrub/rise/dry, I can't help but be 
reminded of John the Baptist, taking each Israelite into the Jordan. Dunk/ 
scrub/ rinse/ dry/ amen. 
And so it goes, a dozen tiny baptisms, shrinking the teetering tower of plates 
and silverware, one by one. Tea-Plate, I baptize you in the name of the Father, 
and of the Son, and of the Holy Spirit. Amen. 
Thaf s my favorite part—the Zen-like satisfaction in seeing the stack dwindle, 
replaced to the right by splendidly clean baking sheets, plates, and chipped 
mugs. I feel the gristle and dried bits of food melt away under my fingers as I 
scrub. Washing dishes isn't so much a chore as it is an exercise in redemption. 
It may be a small blow against entropy, a welterweight punch against a 
cosmic Mike Tyson, but I love it all the same. I find such peace in the revival 
of dirtied things; in nights like these, surrounded by the quiet bustle of good 
friends and with a great stack of messy plates before me. Warm water, warm 
company, and the slow cleansing of my small corner of the world. 
I like doing dishes, especially after I've spent a long afternoon cooking, eating, and enjoying the company 
of friends. This piece was inspired both by impending deadlines and the realization that even in this most 
mundane of tasks the seeds of transcendence were present. 
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Hooks and Barbs 
I took this picture near the border of California and Arizona. My family and I were driving through 
the desert on a small dirt road that was bordered by barbed wire fences for many miles. This bird is a 
Loggerhead Shrike. As we drove, we saw many of them on their sharp perches overlooking the hot, dry 
desert. I thought the birds were beautiful but harsh with their sharp hooked beaks. This harsh beauty 
was complemented by the desert landscape, which was quite beautiful despite its many barbed wires and 
thorny plants. 
Observat ions a t  a  Garden Party 
poetry Mark Glenchur 
How time on such evenings unfailingly slows! 
Aunt Mildred is nodding and starting to doze 
While Madam Klonofsky unwittingly sows 
The seeds of dissent as she freely bestows 
Her wisdom on strangers. In turn, they make shows 
Of saying how happy they are that they chose 
To come to this party. Old Tibbs blows his nose, 
Though Jacques is reciting. He likes to compose 
What he thinks are poems but really are prose. 
He frowns at the men, whom he sees as his foes, 
But feminine sympathy soon soothes his woes. 
Pierre, by the trellis, is clutching a rose 
And trying to steel his resolve to propose 
To Sadie, who dallies with five other beaux. 
Sebastian and Percy may soon come to blows, 
As one votes for these and the other for those, 
Which proves how enlightened they are, they suppose. 
Natasha has threatened to leave, though she knows 
That no one will miss her at all if she goes, 
And frail Mrs. Griswold compulsively crows 
About how her daughter, Cornelia, owes 
Her heavenly beauty—those eyes like a doe's 
And creamy complexion that constantly glows— 
To her. James expounds on a piece of Van Gogh's, 
Increasing the chatter that ceaselessly flows. 
And, oh! The monotony steadily grows! 
Bebother our host for these parties he throws! 
I feel a great urging to stomp on his toes. 
If only this evening would come to a close.... 
Among my favorite poets is Charles Stuart Calverley, who wrote in the mid-1800s. One of his compositions, 
"Under the Trees," features both his unique sense of humor and, which is what caught my attention, just 
one rhyming sound. It was the only poem I had ever found to do so, and I decided to try my hand at writing 
something similar. After selecting the rhyme I would use, I listed all of the words that ended in that sound and 
tried to extract a story from them. In a way, the poem wrote itself; a single rhyme can be very monotonous, which 
shaped the developing poem perfectly. 
72  
Orvien tAnna  
2nd place visual art: sketch Jessica Baide 
"OrvietArma" is a large cont6 work (6.5/3.25 ft) drawn during my semester in Orvieto, Italy. While I was 
sketching in the quaint alley one day Anna, a local shop owner, brought me a flower from her garden. 
My friendship with Anna grew as I returned each day to draw. My artistic connection to the picturesque 
composition bloomed into an appreciation for the culture and kindness of the Orvietani people. 
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a  g a m e  
poetry Alexis Moore 
three teens drink shots 
of espresso, try on their 
poker faces. 
queen of hearts 
folds her hand 
into the king's 
lap, avoids the gaze 
of the jack of spades. 
eyes meet, once. 
king of clubs 
calls a bluff. 
two teens walk 
out, hand-in-
hand. she's careful 
not to step on his 
shadow. 
one teen sips coffee like whiskey, 
spades dig into his mind, find 
cards dealt upside-down. 
This poem explores many themes, from navigating the troubling waters of adolescence to examining one's 
own shadow self. 
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Fa l l i ng  Back  t o  Dus t  
photography Jonathan Welde 
This piece testifies to the fact that living things return to whence they came - God states in Genesis 3: "For 
you are dust, and to dust you shall return." In this shot, remnants of the soybean harvest are falling back 
to the field ground on a warm autumn day after being scattered in the air. These were once vibrant green, 
growing plants, and now have been plowed under for the winter. Even in dead fragments left to rot in an 
Indiana field, there is a stark reminder in what God can do with dust. Special thanks to Ethan Gegner for 
recognizing the beauty in this particular shot. 
Eclipse  
P°etry Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Bare branches tremble. 
In our shadow, the moon wanes— 
gouged from the wrong end. 
A morning spent in a field deserved a haiku in response. 
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Plane to  Pruton 
photography Andrew Davis 
A very fortunate moon-lapse occurrence. 
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Empty  Pages  
prose Allison Russell 
He had this notebook, leather-bound with decorative etchings. He 
carried it every day and always the same way. Thumb slanted across the back 
cover. Fingers sprawled at narrow angles across the front. The heel of his 
hand resting in the slight indent of its spine. 
It was for his ideas, or so he boasted. Yet the lined pages still waited 
for any inspiration of poetry or prose, and the bare ones for drawings, sketch­
es, or even a doodle. After months of hauling the book around and advertis­
ing his creativity to anyone who might be impressed, he'd never actually put 
pen to paper, not once. 
But this day would be different. He could sense inspiration in the 
wind. He saw it in the whirling dead leaves and he heard it in the crow's call 
somewhere down the way. Today he would find his masterpiece and become 
the author or the artist he had always intended to be. 
So he hoisted himself out his bedroom window and into the expecting 
cradle of a strong oak. He shimmied awkwardly down the trunk—book in 
hand, pen in pocket—placing delicate weight on the rungs his dad had nailed 
to it many years ago, before the tree house had blown away. 
His sneakers landed on the ground with a dry crunch. The impact 
shifted the book from his grip. It dropped. He swept as much debris as he 
could from the cover, but the coarse leather absorbed dirt and leaf particles 
into it. 
The grunge made it all the more romantic, he decided, and he made 
his merry way down the driveway, across the gravel street, and along the 
woodchip path through his neighbor's woods. 
The cars navigating the main road beside the path were few, obstruct­
ed by trees, and noticeable only by keen listening. If he focused on other 
sounds, the coiling gusts or the constant chatter of insects buried in long 
grasses, he could forget the cars that drove by. He could forget that cars exist­
ed at all. He could forget anything that did not grow from soil or slink in the 
underbrush. 
The natural world, a boy, and his notebook. The makings for a great 
artist, a great writer, and a great soul. 
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He looked around him and pondered what to put in the notebook, 
once he found the right spot. Would he fill the lined pages or the blank ones? 
This first, most vital work might determine his artistic character for a lifetime. 
He could sketch that doe peering at him curiously behind branches, 
with her fawns at her hooves. 
No, too safe. Too easy. Too cliche. 
He could write a sonnet about the way the sun shone down and glis­
tened off the folded edge of a blade of grass. 
Yikes, too transcendental. 
He could... he could compose a song. He'd never considered compos­
ing music before, but why should that be any bother? 
He started to hum some notes. Which notes, exactly, he couldn't be 
sure. But they sounded all right for a few seconds. And then they clashed 
with such cacophonous dissonance that he was thankful only the doe and her 
fawns could have heard it. 
He marched on. 
Corn stalks rose like a wall ahead of him, extending in precise rows 
away from the wood-veiled road on his right. The nearer he got, the loftier 
they seemed. When he stood inches away, the ears swayed a foot higher than 
his head. He found a break in a row and wriggled his way through it. After 
bending a few stalks and enduring mild slices to his cheeks, he stood in the 
maze. 
At night, when darkness intensifies the shadows and one's doubts, a 
corn maze is eerie. But in the day a corn maze appears more sunshiny yellow 
than brown, and it blocks the breeze. 
He pulled out his pen and held it in his free hand, the one that did not 
hold the book. He twitched it rapidly between his thumb and index finger 
so that both ends fanned in short blurs. While he walked, he let the pen beat 
against his leg in a rhythm. The notebook just swung with his arm, opposite 
his stride. 
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A quick left. Straight, ignoring the outcroppings. A right. A right 
again. A wide curve. A right once more. 
A squat boulder peeked out from a corner of stalks. He settled onto it, 
perched with his knees pulled up in front of him like a desk. He opened the 
notebook and poised the pen a millimeter from the paper. 
He bounced his hand, and then pulled the pen back so the cap rested 
thoughtfully against his closed lips. His eyes probed the corn for a subject. 
As uniform as prison bars, the stalks stood above thirsty soil. Scat­
tered weeds sprouted from the bases, interspersed with old package wrap­
pers, Styrofoam cider cups, and scraps of farm equipment. Other than the ho­
mogenous crop and whispering insects, he could detect no life. All the critters 
that had accompanied his stroll to the maze seemed somehow repelled by the 
golden corn fence. 
He felt alone, but not in an entirely unpleasant way. Disconcerting, 
yes. But also tranquil. Two moods that ought not to mingle, but often do. 
That, he thought, must be his subject. He supposed many an artist 
or author had sought to explore loneliness and to explain it. But none could 
have understood it as well as he, exactly now, exactly here. 
He put the tip of the pen to a lined page. He formed an 'L' in slow, 
careful cursive. One could not ruin a perfect notebook, nor a perfect thought, 
with messy handwriting. His masterpiece would need aesthetic appeal to 
complement his profound musings. 
It slowed him, though. In taking time to write ornately, he missed 
some of the better phrases that passed through his mind. His hand quickened 
without his attention. Striving to define loneliness had unbolted too many 
paths of meditation to record. He knew that he was making something splen­
did, something no author before him had penned so well. It captivated him. 
He forgot his handwriting, forgot that he was writing at all. Loneli­
ness and the pursuit to express it were all that existed in his direct conscious­
ness. He missed the rumble of the tractor when it left the farmhouse acres 
away and circled the maze before stopping at the public entrance. He missed 
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the shouting of farmhands, debating and dividing responsibilities. He missed 
the jolly, meandering whistle of the nearest worker, making his through the 
familiar labyrinth way with a can of herbicide. 
The only notice he had was the nearby crunching of work boots on 
fallen husks, and he noticed that too late. A burly farmhand rounded the cor­
ner and stood squarely in front of him. 
"Hey, kid," The farmer said, more confused than angry. 
Startled from his concentration, he jumped from his boulder chair. 
The notebook and pen tumbled into the dirt. He crouched and scrambled to 
gather them, reaching for anything tangible in the detritus, but panicked as 
the work boots stomped closer. 
He bolted. 
Out the corn, down the woodchip path, across the gravel road, and up 
his driveway. 
He wheezed cold fog and looked down at his hands. Fragmented 
leaves and cornhusks showered his sneakers. The scrap of plywood that had 
tricked his gloved hand into clenching for the notebook fell too, barely miss­
ing his toes. 
He had had a notebook that morning, leather-bound with decorative 
etchings. When he climbed back up the strong oak, back through his window, 
all he had was a pen. 
This story is about me in the worst way. A lot of writers (myself included) get caught up in the idealistic 
label of being a writer. We buy the pens and notebooks and follow all the writing blogs and read all the 
writing books. We quote the Hemingways and the Faulkners and think how we're all kindred spirits, and 
we don't actually write a thing. But we think about writing an awful lot. If s totally idiotic and we know it, 
but we do it anyway. Honestly, the Parnassus deadline was approaching and I had a new notebook to fill. 
This is what I filled it with. I have about seven more notebooks sitting right next to it: very, very empty. 
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Webs 
Prose Emily Simmons 
My head is full of clouds—dark gray and pushing at my skull. Giving my 
consciousness over to sleep will relieve the pressure, I am sure. Shining cin­
der blocks push in while the clouds push out. The speckled linoleum holds 
my attention. When the red numbers in the clock at the back of the room 
glow 8:50 the lecturer dismisses the class. Sleep-deprived-dazed students 
blink. 
Blink. I stand with them, stuff folders and notebooks into my backpack. The 
classroom empties into a hallway filled with the same flow of linoleum and 
students mumbling to one another. No one is really awake yet. We are off 
to find something for that. Black caffeine in a mug. A seat in the back row of 
their next class so they have a chance of escaping disapproval as they slump 
into a nap. A bed. 
I wind down the stairwell, out three sets of doors into the biting morning. 
A dull sidewalk connects me to my dorm. My bed waits. Decorative grasses 
have grown up tall between the cement paths. Something strung amidst their 
wild stems stops my progress toward sleep. 
Dew pearls suspend— 
gleam between dead 
and fading grass. 
This is a haibun, which was taught to me as "part mini-travel essay, part prose poem" by Erin Keane. 
This form combines prose with haiku. Haibuns chronicle "the journey—physical, spiritual, or both—to 
epiphany." This haibun describes just one moment in my ongoing journey to notice and celebrate the 
world around me. As a writer who is expected to frequently turn out content, it is crucial that I am aware 






The sight of these webs hiding in the grass interrupted an otherwise miserable morning. As I 
photographed them and became acquainted with their intricacies, I was reminded that each day contains 
at least one piece that deserves to be celebrated. 
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S m a l l  R e b e l l i o n s  
prose Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Ondan pretended not to notice the way Anika shifted half-impatiently, 
half-nervously next to him, or the way she kept glancing over with that 
unspoken question shining on her eyes. He stared through the darkness 
towards the opposite shore to keep his own eyes occupied. The water was so 
smooth it looked solid. Perhaps, if the boat didn't come, they could walk 
across. 
In his peripheral, Anika sighed. Her breath formed a cloud that 
drifted on the icy breeze, swirling westward and upward, past his line of 
sight, before evaporating. 
He began counting the stars that crowded above. They had been 
waiting four hours, and the moon was falling in the chilly November sky. 
With each inch it descended, his hope drained a little more. 
Perhaps, he told himself for the ninth time that night, Karesh would 
come. The smuggler's risk was not as high as during the summer months, 
when wanderers and runaways with packs of provisions were as common as 
the cobblestones they ran over. Ondan carried no supplies. He had hardly 
managed to steal enough from Madame Pinar's safe to pay Karesh. His plan 
was to keep stealing until he found someone who would hire a half-trained 
security guard without asking too many questions. 
He hoped the boat was coming. He knew it was not. Karesh had 
probably found other, less risky business. Now it was too late to turn back, 
and Ondan had no backup plan. Hell, he barely had a plan to begin with. 
They were left with two options: sit on a dock and wait for a boat that would 
never come, or try to sneak back into the compound. Either way, the result 
would be the same. 
He tallied up his crimes: Breaking curfew, stealing from his owner, 
plotting escape, and coercing a fellow slave to come with him. No room for 
grace. 
If only this moment could freeze like his fingers in the November 
night. Never escaping, never getting caught. 
"Ondan?" 
He waited for the night to reply. It waited for him. 
"Do you think he'll be here soon?" The words floated from Anika's 
' upturned face on soft puffs of cloud. 
"If he were coming, he'd be here by now." He swung his foot as if 
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kicking the air. He'd been a fool to believe they could do it. To ever believe he 
could save her. 
"But it could, right? Or another boat?" Her head turned now to him, 
innocent eyes pleading. The consequences blinked at him. 
He turned away in shame. "Just... stop." 
"Or what if we got the wrong dock? It could be the one at the town 
square." Her gloved hand touched his shoulder. 
He brushed it away. "ITs this dock, alright?" Nothing he could do was 
enough to rescue them. Why couldn't she accept that? "He's not coming." 
"But...." 
"No. Even if he did, even if we got to another city, Madame would 
find us." His hand ran over the tattoo on his neck. 
Her voice came, soft and pleading, tinged in misty fear. "I can't stay 
here any longer, or iTll be too late." 
"What? You think you're so special that you can avoid it? Nobody 
was there to help me on my thirteenth birthday." He knew better than to lash 
out. It had been four years since the operation. Yet he couldn't stop himself 
even when his voice cracked. "And you know what? I think I got it worse." 
"But did you see who Madame promised as my first client?" 
"No. And whaf s it to me?" This would be her life. Just as he was 
forced never to enjoy a lover, she was forced to be enjoyed. Permanent voca­
tions, like the brand on her arm and his neck. 
"He's big, Ondan! At least three hundred pounds." 
"Well, happy fucking birthday." 
"How can you say that? ITs not fair!" Her hand slammed the dock. 
Did she think that her desperation could change anything? Pathetic. 
Madame Pinar had spoiled her with soft treatment. 
"ITs not fair," she said again, maybe not talking to him anymore. Just 
the frozen air and innumerable, deaf stars. "I don't want to service him. I 
don't want to service any man at all." 
Why didn't she try to save herself? Why did he have to be the one 
risking his life for her when she risked nothing? 
"Please, you have to get me out." 
"Are you deaf? He's not coming! There's nothing else to do. We're 
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stuck here—fucking stuck!" 
Shame bowed her head, but anger silenced her. The tears on her dark 
cheeks shined white in the moonlight. 
Then she was jumping to her feet, and blindly running toward the 
dark streets of the city. Towards intersections that police patrolled, looking for 
troublemakers and rulebreakers. 
Why was she so stupid? 
Why was he so stupid? "Anika, wait! Come back!" 
He cursed himself as he hurled down the dark street. The empty stalls 
he passed smelled of yesterday's sea bass and sesame rolls. The absence of 
the merchants' cries haunted the cracks between the wood of the tall apart­
ments. Only their footfalls—hers far and faded, his pounding in his ears— 
gave life to the street now. 
"I'm sorry!" 
The stars watched, breathless and silent. Far ahead, Anika turned her 
face toward him for a split second, and her indistinct features shone pale in 
the moonlight. Then she whipped around a wooden house and was gone. 
Ondan slowed, stopped. Was it even worth chasing her? He could try 
to get back into the compound alone and let her take the beating and the 
blame. 
No, he was her guardian, the boy who five years ago had promised a 
sobbing girl in the kitchen that he would get her out of the brothel. Cursing 
the stars, the stones, Anika, and his boots, he took off again. The pause had 
cost him precious seconds. He had to catch her before an officer did. 
He passed an empty cart still smelling of paprika and cardamom. 
Next, the wooden house, and around the corner. "Look, I'm sorry! I didn't 
mean to upset—" 
The "you" swelled and caught in his throat. 
Anika stood only yards away, her back to him and her arm in the 
grasp of a patrol officer. Dark eyes glinted at him in the moonlight, an ugly 
sneer spreading under the man's black mustache. Still clutching her arm, the 
officer approached Ondan and seized him. 
"Does Pinar know you're running around with a rat, whore?" The 
man's eyes stared at Ondan's unconcealable tattoo, burning his neck. "Or, 
should I say, one of her eunuchs?" 
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Ondan's stomach curled up and burrowed deep into his torso. He 
glanced at Anika. The shadows distorted her delicate features. "I'm sorry," 
her eyes flickered, but her pinched lips did not open. 
"Sir," he stammered, "this girl tried to escape. Madame sent me after 
her." 
"Do you take me for a fool? I heard you calling for the whore. You 
upset her." 
Ondan again glanced at Anika. 
"Now what were you doing to her?" 
"Nothing sir! I did nothing!" 
"Why don't we take you two back to Pinar and see what she says? 
What do you think, whore? Does that sound like a good plan?" The officer 
grinned into her face, his lips teasing inches from hers. 
Her gaze moved from his eyes to his lips and back again. The shad­
ows hadn't distorted anything, Ondan realized. Anika's childish and soft face 
took on a new cast: the hard defiance of a warrior. "I'm not a whore yet." Spit 
flew from her mouth, sticking in droplets on his mustache. 
The officer flinched back. His grip on Ondan's wrist tightened, but his 
eyes closed instinctively. Ondan took his chance. His free hand clenched into 
a fist and slammed into the officer's jaw. The man's grip loosened enough for 
both to twist free. 
Anika reacted first and ran ahead. "Let's go!" 
But the officer's hand grabbed the back of his vest. His body jerked 
backward. As Ondan turned to face the officer, he tried to remember his 
training. The man raised his arm high above his head. Before Ondan could 
react, an open palm hit his face so hard that his knees dropped to the cobble­
stones. 
The world seemed to fog over. His entire left face throbbed, and 
warm, sharp liquid filled his mouth. He couldn't swallow without his tongue 
flaring in pain. He must have bitten it. 
Anika darted to his side. "Get up, Ondan! You have to get up!" She 
tried to pull him out of the man's reach. 
Ondan staggered to his feet, tried to spit out the blood. Most of it drib­
bled halfheartedly down his chin. He wiped it away with the back of his 
glove. 
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He drew his hand back in a fist as the officer's powerful hand rose 
again. Ondan lunged first, fist drilling its way into the man's soft stomach. 
The officer's face wrinkled with pain even as his hand completed its swing 
and found its target. 
Head swimming, one eye blurred with red, Ondan aimed for the 
windpipe not with his fist, but a straight, stiff hand. On impact, the officer 
crumpled, grasping his neck. Ignoring his own pain, Ondan collected the 
blood in his mouth and spat on the officer's uniform. 
Then he turned and fled, Anika at his heels. 
They ran until the air froze their lungs with ragged gasps. Ondan 
wasn't sure if the officer would be able to rise. His entire body pulsed with 
exertion, exhilaration, and fear. Every step aggravated his throbbing injuries. 
He had wounded an officer. He was going to die. 
He ducked down a blind-end alley, and Anika followed. She too 
would pay for his failure. Madame Pinar would assign her the worst clients. 
He slumped against the wooden wall and pulled off his stained 
gloves. "I'm sorry for not getting you out." The words slurred on his injured 
tongue. "And for yelling." 
Anika was changing in a way that thinned her lips and dimmed her 
shining eyes. "If s my fault," she said. "I didn't want to stay." 
He'd called her unrealistic, but how had he been any different? He'd 
gambled their lives on an impossibility. "Neither did I," he sighed. 
Distant shouts echoed in the streets. The officer had been found, the 
police notified. 
She embraced him and buried her face in his neck. Her cheeks were 
wet. "Thank you for trying." 
The shouting was coming closer. The eastern sky spread with pale 
blue. As the sun rose, they would be even more visible. There was nowhere to 
hide, and he knew they didn't have long. 
He labored to swallow the blood in his mouth as she clutched him 
tighter. He let his hands pull through her soft hair. This was the closest he'd 
been to a girl. She was warm and smelled like rosewater perfume, but the 
sweat on her scalp chilled his fingers. Her soft breath became more ragged, 
and he could feel her shoulders rising and falling. 
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"They'll try to break you, to own you," he whispered in her ear. 
"Don't let them. Small rebellions. Thaf s all it takes." He could hear boots 
pounding on stones now. 
Anika pulled away and wiped the tears from her angry eyes. This was 
not the crying child in the kitchen. 
A patrol officer stopped in the mouth of alley and scanned it. His eyes 
found Ondan's swelling face. "They're here!" 
"Small rebellions," she repeated in a whisper. 
As the man approached, Anika mashed her lips against Ondan's sore 
mouth, held his throbbing head in her small hands. The pain made his eyes 
spark, even when he closed them, but he didn't resist her vicious warmth. 
This was her resistance. 
Sometimes, it's the little things. 
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Byzant ine 
photography Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Forgotten 
photography Austin Fries en 
Are not five sparrows sold for two copper coins? And not one of them is forgotten before God. Do not fear 
therefore; you are of more value than many sparrows. Luke 12:6-7 NKJV. 
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Thaw 
Poetry Rebecca Hartman 
it sounded 
the saucer of a cymbal crash sung skyward 
the snap of sap through ice 
Spring— 
the sopping wet sun slick slides in and out of steamy clouds 
over swaths of voracious pasture 
the green and grey and golden 
of a garden's own morning 
all glimmer cloud and flowing 
all liquid loud and rushing 
gushing over my winter-bled feet. 
above me clouds backrun over themselves 
beneath me dew grass floods where i walk 
and here am i 
amidst the snowmelt of a dayspring awakening 
drenched in the sigh of a new-born christening. 
The moment between winter and spring draws joy from me like water from ice. 
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win te r  i n fe rno  
photography /Vys/?5 Chen 
I'm still amazed by how much we miss in the blink of an eye. 
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photography Jessica Baide 
San Clemente Church in Rome is a place where time and space recede before your eyes. A twelfth-century 
basilica sits atop a fourth-century church that is founded on the ruins of a first-century early church. 
Moving down from one excavation site to the next, you literally descend through time. Architecture, art, 
religion and history collide in a visual and tangible manner within these walls. 
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Jou rney  o f  a  Bubb le  
poetry Charnell Peters 
I see this poem in the 
bubble 
that floated over the bar from the sink, 
drifted slowly, 
then violently toward the pull of the spinning fan. 
I was small again and delighted by this stray that sprung before my eyes 
and presented itself in the air of an unfamiliar room 
that has everything to do with football and TV 
and nothing to do with washing the dirt off of what all have just enjoyed 
and few must scrub away. 
This small clear creature crossed a boundary 
I have seen cultivated from birth that 
separates those who clean 
from those who watch, 
those who spin and spin, pulled toward a twirling fan 
from those who sit. 
I didn't watch to see its fate, 
to see its body collapse and disappear 
or worse yet, face the apathy of those who didn't catch 
this small immigrant wonder. 
I turned away, found something else to do, 
imagined it floating to somewhere different, higher. 
This poem floated to me one day while working in the kitchen with my sister and mom. "Journey of a 
Bubble" explores the gender roles present in my own family and questions the validity of the boundaries 
placed on us by ourselves and society. In the bubble I saw an abandon I have not seen in my own life, and 
it captivated me. 
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Sparks  Make a  S tory  
photography Michael Garrity 
To most people, the combination of steel wool, a whisk, sting, a lighter, a camera, and a tripod just 
seems like a random assortment of items. However, These items combine into long exposure steel wool 
photography. The steel wool is placed in the whisk, which is tied to a string, and lit on fire. Then I twirl the 
steel wool on a string in a circle sending sparks all over the place with my handy camera capturing all of it 
In this particular image I am 20 feet up in a dead tree seconds after a storm passed through. Some might 
say thats a little dangerous for a picture, I just call it another Tuesday night. 
Universe  a s  a  Bad  Mother  
poetry Megan Gleske 
While bowing in the Arizonan desert, 
We wipe dark matter off our brows, deep cut as Europa's rifts, 
Polish our thousands of radiotelescopes to an apocryphal white, 
And feed the thing inside the black hole with 
Cosmic smoke signals sent across the galaxy 
To drift into the cigarette-haze of a cosmic birthmother 
With four limbs, one mouth, and a pair of eyes. 
We call her not "she," but thing: glow, god(s), fate, 
Everything eternal, and anything but secular: 
The same star-flung belief that named the night sky, 
Where Nut in star-studded dress arches her back over the Earth. 
Now, she presses her eye to a tiny black hole 
In space from which she stares back, 
And with the solar wind, she 
Runs her fingers through our hair, 
Mouthing, "EARTHSHINE 
EARTHSHINE EARTHSHINE," 
As the childlike among us 
Teeter towards her across the ecliptic 
To look for her in the sun 
Even if it blinds. 
What would we ask her, 
If for a sign of something infinite? 
Sometimes I forget how small our planet is, and how infinitely peculiar the universe is. "Universe as a Bad 
Mother" was the first part in a series of three poems about the SETI project. Metaphor allowed a double 
exposure overlaying the SETI project with a toddler reaching out for its mother that, for me, provided a 
better understanding through imagining the universe and allowed me to recognize myself in that universe. 
It's looking not so much at the universe, but at life on Earth through a tiny black hole, so that the ending 
question—What would we ask her, if for a sign of something infinite? can be answered by any one of us. 
Sh ipwreck  
poetry Emily Simmons 
I want to wreck myself 
on your shores 
every night 
and wake 
on your beaches 
in the morning. 
I want to comb sand 
out of my hair 
for hours a day; 
the debris of you 
caught in my curls. 
I want to taste salt 
from your oceans 
drying on my lips; 
proof that I swam 
in your depths, 
explored the unknown. 
I want to feel the sting 
of burn on my shoulders 
from too many hours 
spent in your waters 
: that magnify the sun. 
I want to be exhausted 
after my exploration 
of you— 
to lie panting 
on your shores. 
This is a love poem. 
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Ignorance  
1st place visual art: photography Andrew Davis 
Don't listen to the lifeguards. 
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Don' t  Turn  Aside  
photography Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
The path leads to the emperor's temple at the acropolis. 
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The Figure  of  Speech 
poetry Msrk Glenchur 
At midnight, in Perplex City's deserted, dingy streets, 
As lightning flashed and thunder roared and rain came down in sheets, 
Policemen caught a wanted man amid the dark and gloom. 
They brought him to the station, to a dimly lighted room. 
A stern detective sat across the table from this man. 
He checked the suspect7 s papers, cleared his throat, and then began. 
"It's over now," he stated. "You've escaped us many times, 
But now, at last, you'll answer to the law for all your crimes. 
We've built a solid case—you'll see. We've watched you quite a while." 
The suspect, though said nothing. All he did was calmly smile. 
"Your record's quite impressive," the detective said. "Let's see.... 
It seems you're wanted, partly, for committing forgery. 
You've forged a lot of friendships—very close ones, it appears— 
And that alone will keep you in a cell for many years. 
That7s only the beginning, though. This list has plenty left. 
On top of forging friendships, you are also charged with theft— 
For stealing glances, lifting weights, and robbing folks of sleep. 
Then, add to these assault, and you will see you're in quite deep. 
A month ago you struck a match, and then you struck a pose. 
We've witnesses who'll testify. Yet, on the list still goes. 
You're wanted, next, for arson, for the nights you've burned away, 
And count upon the jury and the judge to make you pay 
For burglary—for breaking into someone's conversation— 
And vandalism also, as you broke his concentration. 
You're charged with murder, lastly, and your guilt is plain and clear. 
You shot a dozen photographs. Your crimes are so severe 
That, rather than be sentenced, you'll instead be paragraphed. 
The punitentiary awaits." The suspect, though, just laughed. 
At last, he said, "When doing crimes, I'm always laughing. Hence, 
I've never once committed any serious offense. 
You've lost your case, Detective. What a shame! If s pretty rough, 
But hearing you recount my deeds was punishment enough." 
They had to let the suspect go but fined him, rest assured. 
He vanished in the stormy night without a single word. 
As I wrote this piece, I imagined it playing out in black and white. Old movies are a passion of mine, and, 
when I combined this love with my love of wordplay, this poem resulted. What made its composition 
difficult was the fact that it mostly consists of dialogue, whereas I usually write pieces that are mainly or 
entirely narration. It needed to sound somewhat like actual speech, despite the overall absurdity of the 
situation. Of all my nonsensical poems, this now holds the record for the number of puns inflicted. 
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T h e  M o r n i n g  W a t c h  
poetry Alexis Colon 
I sleep like a sunken ship: 
heavy hulled, 
too submerged in dreams. 
I've told you a million times. 
But when you rise before me every morning, 
all wispy haired and lock-jawed, 
you refuse to open the blinds— 
let in the light. 
You say you don't want to wake me. 
That would be rude... 
You're all head to the wind. 
You wake before the alarm to keep the bell from ringing. 
No trace of frothy toothpaste or shaving foam, everything's ship shape. 
Not a gurgle from the coffee maker is heard as you careen in the darkness. 
I know this because I do awaken, just a little, 
Because I like to listen to your morning routine: 
Burbling depths of throat as you scrub 
those crooked pearly whites, 
thready rope slithering 
laces pulled tight 
in sandstone leather boots, 
skidding heavy belt 
and rustling white coat 
over my favorites of your muscles, 
commanding tread on hardwood floor, 
and, finally, the creak of our dense front door 
when you lift the latch 
and the light does flash 
for just a moment— 
fluttering eyes 
and daybreak skies— 
we are stunned 
by cool breath 
and warm welcome of morning light. 
But then your silhouette slips away. 
You're all at sea, 
and I'm castaway, 
all sewn up in these sheets when you are gone. 
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I want to rise with you, see the light against your face. 
I want you to sleep in and make a mess and drink my coffee. 
You don't have to set off as the crow flies. 
I want to feel your clean-shaven cheek against mine. 
You're all stubble by sunset. 
I will pretend to sleep, 
you hulk of a man, 
because you're my mainstay. 
But you must believe me when I say, "Let in the light." 
You think I say one thing and mean something else? 
In this case, you're right. 
"Let in the light" means something else entirely. 
I write to understand. This piece is a part of a larger character study on what is said between the lines. 
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The Road Goes  Ever  On 
photography Wj^ers 
Aside from being a sneaky Lord of the Rings reference, this is a photo of a lovely trail in Switzerland. 
As I neared the end of a long hike, the sinking sun cast a lovely glow over the trail, and for a moment I 
wished that instead of ending a hike I was beginning an epic journey. Then I got a pebble in my boot and 
reconsidered. 
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On Going  Somewhere  
3rd place prose Paula Weinman 
We put a lot of stock in testimonies, which—in Christian circles—is 
where you talk about your faith. If s a little like an autobiography, except 
smaller in scope because it's about God's role in your life (which I've always 
found bizarre). I've written quite a few testimonies in the past few years, for 
speeches and essays and school assignments. But I don't really like to write 
them anymore. They have all the question marks taken out. 
So I won't write a testimony. This is a travelogue, a journal pieced 
together with Scotch tape and peppered with ink blots. I'm leaving all the 
question marks in. To be honest, that makes uncomfortable. But at the very 
least, all this traveling will keep me looking for the air my lungs were meant 
to breathe. 
It was the first time I'd flown across the ocean alone. I think the 
woman sitting next to me had flown before, but I had to help her with her 
seatbelt. She was a small, dark-eyed woman, squared at the shoulders and 
the jaw. Her hair, brown and braided, curved along her back like a spine. 
She had an old leather shoulder bag and a new passport, with a cover like 
pomegranate skin imprinted with gold lettering. I sat in the aisle seat and 
journaled. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her work her way through 
a book of sudoku, flurrying pen across puzzle at an alarming speed. 
When the safety video began to play, she extracted a carelessly-folded sheet 
of printer paper. Then she looked at me. 
"Hello," I said. "I'm Paula. What's your name?" 
She beamed, her well-worn smile swathed in leathery wrinkles. 
"Sophia," she said, giving the printer page a definitive rattle. "So-
fee-a. Gate."She unfolded the page. I leaned over her shoulder as the airplane 
rumbled beneath us. 
It was her travel itinerary. She tapped a fingertip to the page with 
certainty. 
"Sofia," she repeated. I looked closer and understood. 
"Oh," I said. "Sofia. Gate D36." 
She nodded, her whole head and torso bobbing an affirmative. 
I was sitting next to a woman bound for Bulgaria, you see. I don't suppose I'll 
ever know her real name. 
But I think if s an odd privilege, to be known by where you are going. 
Our journeys christen us, it seems to me, and we never leave those names 
behind. 
Over the years (and mind, there have only been nineteen of those), 
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I've learned that there are dozens of different ways to ask a question. The 
way a person asks a question tells you more about them than their purse, or 
their sock drawer, or their bumper stickers. 
A stranger and I will exchange majors, residence halls and grades 
(I don't know why this information is so significant, but we ask for it with 
superstitious regularity). Then they'll ask me where I'm from. Most of them 
ask casually. But there are a few people—a very few— whose voices slide, 
their question marks drifting away with embarrassment. 
I throw them a life preserver: my light, buoyant fifteen-second story. 
"I was adopted from South Korea when I was six months old, and 
spent about ten years in Arizona. Then I went to middle and high school 
in Florida, which is where I lived most recently. Now my parents are 
missionaries in Germany." 
There's an awkward, half-oval shape their mouths make while they 
struggle to formulate a reply. If s like I'm watching someone fumbling for my 
life preserver, trying to figure out if they want me to pull them aboard. 
We name the land, and the land names us. Thaf s how it works. Here, 
if your first breath is the air of "spacious skies," the land gives you its name: 
you are American. 
I was not born here, and there are times when the phrase "I'm an 
American" doesn't stick. If s like a name tag slapped on my shirt that peels 
off at the corners. 
But I take comfort in the rivers. I mean, you can find the Mississippi 
River in thirty-one American states and two Canadian provinces, but 
somehow its name is still M-I-S-S-I-S-S-I-P-P-I. 
It sounds silly, but I think the river understands. We both know how 
it feels to flow from places and through places and to places, without fully 
belonging to any of them. 
When President Obama was still Senator Obama, there was a lot of 
talk about his birth certificate. Everyone wanted to see it, because everyone 
knows you can't be president unless you were born here. There were rumors 
about Kenya and Islam. My understanding is that Simba and Mohammed 
pose a serious threat to our national security. 
If I could run for president, I wonder what people would say. "Do you 
want that to be the face of America? Her middle name is Korean. Like Kim 
Jung II, basically. What would our country come to?" 
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If s no use wondering. I've never wanted to be president, anyway. But 
then again, no one ever smiled at me and said, "Who knows? You could be 
president of this country one day!" 
I understand that. Fortunately, I've always had other goals. But 
sometimes, I wonder what makes people so afraid. I mean, I say the Pledge 
of Allegiance, too. Would it help if I showed you the heart throbbing beneath 
my hand? 
I grew up learning about Korea. My family ate bulgolgi and sticky 
rice on special occasions, and my parents taught me how to say "hello" 
and "thank you" in Korean. But my idea of Asia is like a mouse's idea of 
the moon. It's big and beautiful and faraway. You could tell me if s made of 
cheese. Although there's plenty of evidence to prove you wrong, a part of me 
wouldn't know. 
People sometimes ask me if I plan on going back to Korea to find my 
real parents. I usually just answer with a simple 'no.' 
But thaf s only half the answer.. 
My real parents live in Germany. To me, my biological parents are 
a ghost story, and I've never been fond of haunted houses. They wrote 
something into me, these ghosts, and I have yet to decipher what it is. 
My Korean mother probably had my thick hair, or my dark eyes, or 
my long sideburns. Perhaps I inherited my small, thin hands from my Korean 
father. For all I know, a history of Korean food and Korean prayers and 
Korean tears is inscribed upon my DNA. But if s nothing but smoke. I don't 
mind; my Korean parents have given me enough. Maybe they gave me all 
they could. 
I can only think that God put this distance between us for a reason. 
Like everyone else, I'm on a journey, and I figure the best thing to do is to 
keep moving. 
Navigating the ocean between who I might have been and who I 
want to become is the closest I've ever gotten to being me. Someday, I hope to 
come ashore. But I'm not there yet. For now I'll enjoy the salty air. It reminds 
me I'm alive. 
I've always wondered if my experience as a Korean adoptee affects the way I think about home and 
heritage. This piece was an exploration of the relationship between the two. 
107 
S h o r e  H o l i d a y  
photography S. Taylor Hughes 
This image was shot on Rollei 35mm infrared film with a #5 infrared filter. This means that the light that 
has marked this film, creating the image, is all non-visible, high-spectrum light. The viewer is looking at 
a visible spectrum representation of the invisible light given off on the shore of Lake Michigan. We are 
viewing the invisible lake. 
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The Art is ts  
Nate Aeilts 
Nate Aeilts grew up in rural Illinois and upstate New York. He has been 
enamored with the power and grace of words as long as he can remember. 
Page 20 
David Aronson is an environmental science major who loves spending time 
outside. He has a particular interest in learning about both birds and plants. 
He also enjoys gardening in his free time. 
Page 71 
Jessica Baide 
Jessica Baide ('16) is an art education major from Bozeman, Montana, where 
she discovered her love of beautiful places and the art of depicting them. She 
has a passion for travel, culture, and art. 
Pages 73, 94 
David Aronson 
Ethan Barnes 
Ethan Barnes ('15) is a social studies education major from Bloomington, 
Illinois. He grew up exploring, whether it was traveling abroad, living inside 
the pages of a good book, or enjoying the natural world of the great outdoors. 
He loves learning as much as he loves wondering. He particularly enjoys the 
history and culture of the British Isles, mythology, distopian films, and a good 
cup of coffee. 
Page 38 
Nysha Chen 
Nysha Chen ('18) is a freshman computer science student, both inspired and 
blessed by the sea and the stars and all the little things in between. In the 
future, she hopes to travel with a camera and coffee shop-hop between cities. 
Pages 14,17, 30, 58, 93 
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Alexis Colon 
Alexis is a synesthete from Cincinnati, Ohio, studying theatre, writing and 
any other art she can get her hands on. She hopes to be a playwright and to 
someday find the world's best cup of hot chocolate. 
Page 102 
Andrew Davis 
Andrew Davis is a film major and theatre arts minor. He originates from Port 
Lauderdale, Florida. 
Pages 61, 77, 99 
Ben Oulavitch 
Ben ('16) is a junior film and media production major and creative writing 
minor from Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. He is a very goofy boy. Oh no. You 
better watch out. Here he comes. Here comes the goofy boy. Better be careful 
or he's gonna getcha. 
Page 24 
Sarah Elaine Ellis 
Sarah ('16) is an art education major from Michigan. She is honored to be 
featured in this year's publication to have had the opportunity to workwith 
this year's Parnassus team. Malinda and Dr. Housholder, you are wonderful 
people. 
Pages 16, 28 
Jonathan Eshleman 
Jono ('15) is a film & media production major at Taylor University. As a 
videographer/photographer with a passion for storytelling, he specializes in 
shooting artists and visionaries, but also young people in general. Find out 
more at jonoeshleman.com. 
Page 40 
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Austin Friesen 
Austin Friesen (Dec '15) is an accounting/systems major from Fort Wayne, 
Indiana who has a passion for capturing the beauty of God's creation. He 
enjoys reading, sports, traveling, and playing strategy games with family and 
friends. 
Pages 53, 91 
Michael Garrity 
Michael Garrity is from Plymouth, Indiana. He has worked as a professional 
graphic designer since 2012 and is currently persuing a degree in marketing. 
Page 96 
Megan Gieske 
Megan Gieske ('17) is pursuing a degree in creative writing to write poetry 
and creative nonfiction, mostly travel and missions writing. Spicy foods, 
stargazing freeverse poetry, traveling always being somewhere new, living 
months away in other countries, and the ideal of living and dying in Maine 
inspire my wri ting. 
Pages 19, 97 
Mark Glenchur 
Mark Glenchur ('15) is a senior history student torn Cincinnati. In addition to 
writing poetry, he enjoys classical music, calligraphy, and reading just about 
anything. 
Pages 42, 54, 72,101 
Rebecca Hartman 
Becca ('16) is a person whose main quality is trying to do too much in too 
little time. When she does this, she procrastinates and bakes pastries. 
Pages 15, 45, 68, 92 
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S. Taylor Hughes 
Katelyn S. Irons ('15) is a professional writing major with a creative writing 
minor. She loves geckos, fiery explosions, playing Nintendo NES with friends, 
and listening to swing music while cooking. 
Page 62 
Taylor Hughes ('16) is a photographer who works exclusively with film. He is 
honored to be featured in this year's addition of Parnassus. 
Pages 25,108 
Katelyn S.  Irons 
Olivia Jessup 
Though Sean Maynor ('17) is a biology (pre-med) major, he can't seem to stay 
out of the arts. He has been into photography for the past couple of years, 
pursuing the idea of capturing what your eye sees in a physical way. It's a 
wonderful challenge and experience. 
Page 11 
Alex Moore 
Alex Moore ('15) is a senior creative writer who enjoys composing in all 
genres. 
Page 74 
Olivia Jessup ('15) is a senior biblical studies major with a sociology minor. 
She loves using photography to expose the every day beauty in all people and 
things. She is honored to be included in this year's Parnassus and hopes to 
continue to use art to inspire others. 
Pages 47,57 
Sean Maynor 
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E. Patrick Neer 
Patrick was bom as a very small child. He is less small now, but other than 
that, not much has changed. Much like Russia, he has been described as a 
riddle, wrapped in a mystery, inside an enigma. 
Page 70 
CharneH Peters 
Chamell Peters ('16) is a junior professional writing major who adores poems 
and stories that illuminate everyday objects and events. She loves God and 
His redemption plan for all of creation. 
Pages 12,22,26, 39, 48, 95 
Suzanne Eloranta Rhee 
Suzanne Eloranta Rhee ('16) is a creative writing major. She likes writing and 
hugging trees. Her hobbies include long walks, drawing, and petting dogs. 
Pages 31, 44, 56, 60, 76, 84, 90, 100 
Allison Russell  
Alii Russell is a professional writing major and a reader for Dzanc Books. She 
loves fiction in all its forms. She loves to write things, but she doesn't like to 
show those things to other people. She also likes to read things and travel to 
beautiful places. 
Pages 63, 78 
Maddie Schoenherr 
Maddie Schoenherr ('16) is an art major with a concentration in graphic 
design. Her favorite things are watercolor illustration, making books, Sim 
photography, and cooking. She is currently producing a line of greeting cards 





Kelsey Scott ('16) is a junior elementary education major at Taylor. She aspires 
to become Ms. Frizzle. Until then, she is content to make joyful noises, take 
lots of walks, and occasionally write poetry. You can find her where other 
people watchers are gathered. 
Page 52 
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Emily Simmons 
Emily Simmons is a product of the prairies of Nebraska—equal parts poetry, 
flowers, and wilderness. 





Veronica Toth ('16) is one of a select group of individuals who appreciates the 
aesthetic experience of Gas City's illustrious China One. This should tell you 
something about her discriminating artistic taste. Somehow, she also wntes 
poetry. 
Pages 41, 46 
Paula Weinman 
Paula Weinman ('16) is a junior careative writing/professional writing major 
with a passion for children's literature, sunny days, and good coffee. She 




Jonathan Welde ('16) enjoys capturing varying landscapes and minute 
particulars to bring notice to God's stunning and creative attention to detail, 
whether it be among the rugged mountains of the Rockies or the flatlands of 
Indiana. He dreams of driving to Prudhoe Bay, Alaska someday. 
Page 75 
Helen Wilbers 
Helen Wilbers is a junior studying professional writing and biology. She 
views photography as a way to share the beauties of creation with others. 
When not writing or cooing over critters, she loves going on adventures—both 
intentional and accidental. 
Page 104 
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